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I have started going to church a few times since I’ve been here,
enjoying the hour as ever more time to meditate and think of
my own squalid smallness. I attend a church with such skypiercing spires and frighteningly solemn decor within, it’s the
sort of classic Ernst that our Kumbaya-singing hand-holding
happiness has lost. It’s across from the mall in the plaza and
has an attached bookstore, but I can forget that on a Sunday
morning, even if I have to stumble across the cobblestones in a
hangover and uncomfortable shoes to do so.
By the time Sunday rolls around I have amassed enough
guilty thoughts and confusing paradoxes to merit waiting in
the short line outside the southeast entrance of the Münster.
The first time a beggar held the door for me, I jumped. The
joking lack of outgoing, friendly service in Germany did not
prepare me. Half-lit by the late morning sun, he seemed to
emerge from the woodwork like a caricatured gargoyle, with a
mountainous nose and pinched, watery blue eyes, flyaway blond
hair breaking off at the ends. The German beggars always wear
cast-off Americanized clothing. Anything emblazoned with a
proud capitalistic insignia makes the shabbiest of worn linen
army jackets sing with pride. Sometimes they have crutches and
a limp for added sympathy points, sometimes worn and holey
sweatsuits from head to toe.
When it’s my turn the beggar leaps forward and dramatically
pulls the door open with a politely deep “Guten Morgen” and a
wide smile. His row of nicotine-stained but surprisingly wellorganized teeth distract me from the dog food bowl at his feet,
already graced with a few one and two Euro coins, glittering in
the Sunday noonlight like from the bottom of a fountain. No
request for change, no pity-inducing story about being born with
AIDS and deadbeat parents, like what the smackheads under
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no
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